>"Relax Ronnie, jeez you're over reacting."
>On his bed lay the girl of his dreams, spread eagle and covering her face. It wasn't like her to be so self-conscious, but it was oddly adorable.
>Especially over something so ridiculous.
>Ronnie Anne had come by today out of no where, nearly in tears. As he opened the door and saw her, Lincoln had immediately thought he had done something very, very wrong.
>Turned out, she was upset because of some teasing from some boys at a local skatepark.
>"T-They said I-I had a puffy vulva..." She said. Lincoln had no idea what a 'vulva' was, or what it means if it was puffy, but she was obviously heartbroken.
>"Come on in, Ronnie..."
>The moment he invited her in, she grabbed his hand and practically pulled him up his own stairs to the room they currently occupied.
>His room.
>It all happened in a flash, something about him taking a look, and then her pants coming off. It was mere seconds before they were at where they were now.
>He honestly couldn't believe he was between such a pretty girls legs right now.
>"No, loser, y-you don't get it! It's weird!" 
>Lincoln rolled his eyes as he lowered his head once more. Despite what she said, he really did find her puffy outer lips cute.
>She explained what a 'vulva' was, and the kids weren't wrong. Her outer lips were pretty puffed out. Curiously, Lincoln gave them a light flick.
>"W-What the heck, Lincoln?!" A foot suddenly shot up, hitting him square on the chin. Lincoln stumbled back, a hand gripping his now bruised face.
>"W-What?! I just wanted to see?!" 
>"Well?" She finally spoke after some silence. "H-How is it?"
>He didn't want to lie to her, that's for sure.
>"It's...it's pretty puffy."
>Tears once more welled up in her eyes, her legs slamming shut, Lincoln narrowly avoiding being smashed between them. 
>"W-Wait, Ronnie, let me finish! It's puffy, but it's really cute!"
>She froze in place, her eyes widening.
>"W...What?" She meekly spoke, her face flushing crimson.

>"Well, it's cute...I guess." Lincoln echoed, a feeling of embarrassment washing over him. Why was he so embarrassed?
>Ronnie Anne grew deathly silent, looking off to the side as she fidgeted in place.
>Lincoln sat there, suddenly very nervous. Maybe that was the wrong thing to say. Maybe he should've said that it was just fine? Maybe h-
>"Yeah?" Ronnie Anne suddenly spoke up, turning back to face him. Her cheeks were somehow an even darker shade of crimson. "You mean it?"
>Lincoln gave her a quick series of nods, his own face hot. "Yeah, I do."
>More fidgeting from Ronnie Anne, before a small smile sliding sneakily onto her lips.
>"Um...do you want to look at it some more, then?" She questioned, her voice laced with a sense of excitement.
>Lincoln was taken aback. Did he want to? Every fiber in his body said yes. When his finger touched her earlier, it sent waves of joy through him that he was just now understanding the reason behind them.
>She trusted him immensely for her to do this with him. He wanted to make sure she knew that he was appreciative.
>"Y-Yes, I do." He finally spoke.
>Her smile increased ever so slightly as her legs slowly reopened. This time, he was greeted to her opening glistening, the sight of it causing some odd feeling to stir in Lincoln's loins.
>With a moments hesitation, Lincoln leaned forward, and lifted his hand up to her slit. He wanted this badly, but he had no idea why.

>Her body flinched, her legs closing slightly the moment his fingers touched her.
>"L-Lincoln I didn't say touch!" She whined. Yet her body language didn't change one bit, her legs spreading back open seconds later.
>"Relax, let me do this." Lincoln replied, bravado leaking from him. 
>In truth, he had no idea what he was doing.
>Resuming his exploration, he traced his fingers around her outer lips, before his eyes set on the small nub prodding out at the top. Was he supposed to touch that?
>"Only one way to find out..." He whispered to himself.
>"What was that?" Ronnie stammered out, causing the young boy to flinch.
>"N-Nothing!"
>Refocusing, he slid his hand up to the small nub. The moment his fingers came into contact, Ronnie Anne's body tensed up, Lincoln rearing his hand back off of her.
>"O-Oh, did that hurt?" 
>"Nngh...n-no. It felt really good, actually." She was biting her lip, that had to be a good sign.
>Lincoln looked from her opening to her, then quickly put his hand back over the nub, circling a finger around her clit.
>A small gasp escaped her in response.
>"Yeah, p-please do that more."
>"A-Alright."
>His finger continued its trip around her clit, his body slowly getting more and more twisted inside as he watched her twitch and heard her gasp and moan.
>Something about this felt heavenly to Lincoln. He was doing something for her that no one else could, even if it started with something so silly.
>However, what he was really curious about was where this weird liquid was coming from. It surely wasn't pee.
>"Hey Ronnie," He began, forcefully swallowing saliva down his dry throat. "Can I see something really quick?"
>"S-Sure, just don't s-stop."
>Cautiously, he lifted his free hand up and placed two fingers on either side of her opening, and slowly spread it apart.
>Lincoln could see two holes, one being much smaller than the other. The liquid seem more concentrated near the bigger one.
>He raised an extended index finger to the larger hole.

>Despite how close his finger was to her entrance, Lincoln suddenly felt a wave of...something, wash over him.
>Was it guilt? Worry?
>As he pondered what it was, it slowly dawned on him. He and Ronnie Anne were doing something that would change them forever. 
>With that in mind, he knew what he had to do.
>"Hey, Ronnie," Lincoln quietly said, looking up to her. His finger curled back up, his heart pounding fast. His other hand completely stopping as well.
>"H-Huh?"
>Lincoln couldn't help but laugh at her dazed expression, a small amount of spittle leaking from the corner of her mouth. She was loving every minute of it.
>But this had gone far enough.
>"Listen, can we...maybe stop this?"
>"What, why?" She sputtered, his words immediately raising her from her stupor, using a sleeve to wipe away the leak.
>"It's just that...I don't know, you and I need to take a little bit of breather." 
>Ronnie propped herself up with her elbows, out of breath from Lincoln's attention.
>"You brought me this close, only to chicken out right at the fun part?" Her voice was irritated, but she certainly didn't sound mad.
>"No, it's just, I don't wa-oof!"
>Suddenly, Ronnie Anne's legs wrapped around him, and pulled him in close, his face hitting the torso of the girl he loved as he felt her arms wrap around him as well.
>"If you're not ready for this, nerd, just say so." She cooed in his ear, Lincoln struggling to ignore the hot and wet spot pressing against his torso. "I'm totally cool with it."
>Relief washed over Lincoln, Ronnie Anne smiling wide as his own arms wrapped around her.
>They sat there for a few seconds, before something bubbled in Lincoln's throat. Something that had to be let out.
>"Ronnie?" He asked, his voice barely above a whisper.
>"Hmm?"
>"I love you."

>One second, Lincoln was wrapped up around the half naked love of his life. 
>The next, he was laid out flat on his back, pushed by his sporty girlfriends rather powerful legs.
>"Eugh, Loud, don't get all gross on me!" She exclaimed, sticking her tongue out to further her point. Despite her somewhat brash reaction, her cheeks held a light tinge of red, and a small smile made itself known on her lips.
>Lincoln scrambled to his feet, getting face to face with her.
>"We were just do-"
>Before he could continue his argument, Ronnie Anne dipped her body just forward enough to plant a smooch on his lips, before backing off.
>It sure shut Lincoln up fast.
>"Now, if you're done, dweeb," Ronnie Anne pointed down at her discarded shorts and panties behind him. "Pick those up for me so we can go get some pizza." 
>A sly smile snaked it's way further onto her lips.
>"I'm going to make you pay up for leaving me like this. 3 dates, you're paying for all of them."
>At first he began to voice his objection, but as Lincoln thought more and more about what he'd even object to, he discovered that he was actually happy with the way things went.
>"Ugh, fine." He groaned, feigning annoyance. He walked over and picked up her bottoms, throwing them over to her. 
>Ronnie Anne didn't take anytime to slip them back on, nodding to him as she opened the door.
>"Alright, after you, madame Lincoln." She said, giggling a bit. Lincoln walked out the door rolling his eyes, yet while he expected another mocking remark behind him, he was surprised to hear something much better. Something that caused his heart to soar and his cheeks to flush.
>Quietly from behind him, just loud enough for him to hear it, but not loud enough to let prying ears pick up, Ronnie Anne whispered out:
>"Love you too, loser."